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The Mle Bi7l(h cathedral town of
rvtvehester with Us peaceful close is
nascent mystery and intrigue.
i7ru DtxcerV, nineteen years old, and
hi brother Dick, seventeen, are wards

i mctor Ransford. A stranpe man
Doctor Ransford and a

SfiHuict later is found dead at the
Saint Wrytha's Stair. Vanxer,

i. AtonemmoM. toys he saw the man
! I theory is that the man

ul'ptdand fell iblectcd to as
Varner insisted that he had seen a
man's hand. Ransford has Jlnrj pur-

chase flovers tor the -- dead man's
tuneral. A banker in Uaithorpe offers
W reword for information regarding
ike dead man Bryce finds an entru
in the parish register of the country
church at Hraden Medworth, where
Mark Hansford had acted as best man
At the marriage of John Brake and

aru Btioiry. He inquires of tne old
ctorwho was thc'Marv Bewery

uoii martial to John Urake. "Maw
Btxetry tun.' our governess and mar-
ried Brake, a bank manaoer. later con-tide- d

for defalcation and sentenced to
tin years' imprisonment," he says,
nrvce is Irmly convinced Mark Hans- -
lord killed Braden. JUrakt had turned
in He and Ransford had met moat
Ukily in the cathedral. Ransford, who
knew the old place, induced Brtke to
ualk vp into the gallery with him,
had noticed the open doorway, had
thiouin Brake through 4(. All the
tacts pointed to that conclusion It
was a theory which, so far as Bryce
could see, was perfect. It ought to be
enough proved to put Ransford in
'e criminal dock.

AND HEKn IT CONTINUES
resolved It In his own mindBUVCK

oer find over again as he sped home
lo Wrychester he pictured the police lis-

tening irreedlly to all that he could tell
them If he liked. There waa only ono
factor In the whole sum of the nffalr
which seemed against him the advert-
isement In the Times. If Brake desired
to find Ransford In order to be revenged
on him, why did he Insert that advert-

isement, as If he were longing to meot

a cherished friend agaln7 But Bryce
gaily surmounted that obstnclc full of
shifts and subtleties himself, he was

ever ready to credit others with trading
In them, and he put the advertisement
down as a clever ruse to attract, not
Hansford, but tome person who could
give Information about Ransford. What-
ever Its exact meaning might have been,
Its existence rnado no difference to
Bryce's firm opinion that It waB Marie
Hansford who flung John Brako down
St Wrytha's Stair and killed him. Ho
nas as sure of that as he was certain
that Braden was Brake. And ho wa
not going to tell the police of
his dlscovorles he was not going
to tell anybody. The one thing
that concerned him was how best
to make use of his knowledge with n
view to bringing about a marriage

himself and Mark Hansford's
ward. Ho had set his mind on that for
twelve months past, and he was not a.

man to be balked of his purpose. By
fair means, or foul he lilmseif. Ignored
the last word and would have substit-
uted the term Bklllful for ltvPemberton
Brce meant to have Mary Bewery.

Mary Bewery herself had no thought
of Brjce In her head when, the morning
after that worthy's return to Wrychest-
er, she set out, alone, for the Wryches-
ter Golf Club. It was her habit to go
there almost every day, and Bryce was
well acquainted with her movements and
knew precisely where to waylay her.
And empty of Bryce though her mind
was. she was not surprised when, at a
lonely place on Wrychester Common.
Brce turned tho corner of a spinney and
met her face to fnce.

Mary would have passed on with no
more than a silent recognition she had
made up her ihind to have no lurtner
iteech with her guardian's dismissed as-

sistant. But she hnd to pass through
i wicket gate at that point, and Uryca
barred the way, with unmistakable purp-

ose. It was plain to tho girl that he
had lain In wnlt for her. She was not
without a temper of her own. and she
suddenly let It out on the offender.

"Do you call this manly conduct, Doc-

tor Bryce?" she demanded, turning an
Indignant and flushed face on him. To
waylay me here, when you know that 1

don't want to have anything more to
do with you Let me through, please

"MjcYkept a hand on the little
gale, and when he spoke there was that
in his voice which made the girl listen
in spite of herbelf. ..,., .,

I'm not here on my own
said quickly. "I give ou my word I
won't say a thing that need offend you.
It's true I waited here for you!Itb the
only place ir which I thought 4 could
meet jou. alone. I want to penk to
jou It's this do you know your
guardian Is In danger?"

Brjce had tho gift of plausibility ho
could convince people, against their In-

stincts, even against their wills, that he
wai telling the truth. And Mary, after
a swift glance, believed h m.

"What danger?" she asked. And r
he s and If you know he Is-- why don't

ou ko direct to him?"
The most fatal thing In the world

to do"' exclaimed' Bryce. "oi know
hlm-- he can be nasty. That would
bring matters to a crisis. And that, in
his Interest, Is Just what mustn t

"I don't understand you," said Mary.
Bryce lenned nearer to her across

the gate .,
"You know what happened last week.

h said In n low- - voice. "The strange
death of that man Braden."

"Well?" she nsked, with a sudden look
of uneasiness, "What of It?"

"It's being rumored whispered In
the town that Doctor Hansford had
something to do with that affair,"
answered Bryce. "Unpleasant unfort-
unate hut It's a fact "

"Impossible !" exclaimed Mary with
heightening color. "What could lie

hau to do with it? What could gle
rise to Buch foolish wicked rumois?"

"You know as well bh I do how peoplo
talk hnw they will talk," said Bryce.

You enn't stop them. In a place like
"rychestor, where everybody knows
"erybody There'fl a mystery around
Braden's death It's no use denying it
.Nobodv knows who he was. where he
fame from, why he came. And it's belne
dinted I'm onlv telling you what 1'vo
gathered that Doctor Hansford knowsmore than he'B ever told. There are,
1 m afraid, grounds"
tvi!J,hli,t grounds?" demanded Mary

.while Bryce had been Bpcaklng. In hisusual slow, careful fashion, she had
.5 rce:tlng and remembering Ra"hs- -

i?,?.tfcnt.?.l,at,on nt tne tlme otine nffalr and his relief when
,!!'.!"?' wns over and his sending

t0 the dead man's gravo
besan t0 experience a sense

grouSfu"1""'8 J1"'1 even ot fear- - "What
be?" Bhe ed "Dr.

"AnerfrenanJimt!"kn0W that man-- hn

not cer.tnln-- replied Bryce
inn fc;rtm,?l,r' Vm on'y repeating
bodv ,7,LtB,.8ald that iUBt beforo the
Msn8 tilscoverfd. Doctor HansfordJ,","een een, mind you! leaving tho

Vonsaw'ls"1' ntUCh U,,8e,

"Th. V ,hey?" ,osked Mnry.
m .not o'lowed to tell you "

ormlterS!.0, lmU no intention
the othlf no,perBOn wa8 himself

as.ii. Imaginary. "But I can

fctiiLTli" thelr story Is true. Trie
"Yn7.. corroborate It."..,,u" he exclaimed.

'methingPna,B,ryhC "l wl ,e you
"ever toldnw l 8han ' asl you to

tru?t in you kn2w?Ser1,ve """Ident
oul any asitlns? thiB.t.(you. w'"' wlln- -

opened i !I'and??,mSme at ,ne door-l-

outsidi i" a man stund- -

fuiiy.ctlhat man?" asked Mary

replied Bryce

me? j. ., - " ...mr leave n s
I ne hadifoMi.0''1 "'ice known it Doctor ilanS.
I "ii "'." neioro .

v fflraLfi2 !Hl
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S1 toward the cathedral. I saw him
ilot ver? lonf afterword, lyingin tho corner of Parndlse dead I".nRiS1" Wft by thls time pale

iiirW?1,!1111 Dryco continued toKit him '' Sh0 "tol a 'urtlv

"7 "ho. nBked In & whisper.
.,ritU8? ' hMW "ow damning It

Srnmnii1.? to
-- it

Itansford," replied Bryce,Prmntly. W0U(, haVo Jf

wa certain that no one but
Jhi'J.f. knw .,hat Uraden had been to!". i'Jr?ery door! therefore I thought
n.vl. i.1 h?pt "Hence his calling would
"mmS known- - But I have since
fund that I was mistaken. Braden was

" aWfty from rfoolOT Hans- -
ford's"

""ywhom?" asked Mary.
.:"' ,Drmorc nt tho next house,"

answered Bryce. "She hnppened to belooking out of an upstalrB window. Sho"nw him go away and cros the cioe. '
D'd she tell you that?" demandedMary, who knew MrB. Deramflro for agossip.

"Between ourselves," said Bryce, "sho
JjM not. She told Mrs. Folllot Mrs.
Kolllot told me."

"So It Is talked about 1" exclaimedMary.
"I said so," assented Bryce. "You

npw what Mrs. Folllol's tongue Is."'Tnen Doctor Ransford will get tohear of It," said Mary.
"He will bo the last person to get to

hear of It," alllrmed Bryce. "Thesethings aro talked of,
fashion, a long time before they reach
tho cats of the person chiefly concerned."Mary hesitated a moment before sho
nsked her next question.

"Why have you told me all this?" she
demanded, at IobL

"Bccauso I didn't want you to be ly

surprised," answered Bryce. "This
whatever It la may come to a sudden

head ot an unpleasant sort. Theserumors spread and the police are still
Keen about finding out things concern-
ing this deaman. If they once get It
Into their heads that Doctor Ransford
knew him "

Mary laid her hand on the gate be-
tween them, and Bryce, .who had done
all ho wished to do at that time. In-
stantly openfd It, and she passed
through.

"I nm much obliged to you," she
said. "I don't know what It all means:
but It Is Doctor Hansford's nffalr. If
there Is any nffalr, which I doubt. Willyou let mc go now, please?"

Bryce stood asldo nnd lifted his hat;
and Mary, with no more than a nod,
walked on toward the golf clubhouse
across tho common, while Bryce turned
off to the town, highly elated with his
morning's work. He had sown the seeds
of uneasiness nnd suspicion broadcast;
some of them, ho know, would mature.

Mary Bewery played no golf that
morning. In fact, she only went on to
the clubhouse to rid herself of Bryce;
nnd presently she returned home, think
lng. And, Indeed, sho snld to herself,
she had abundant food for thought.
Naturally candid nnd honest, she did
not nt that moment doubt Bryce's good
faith; much as she disliked him In most
ways she knew that ho had certain com-
mendable qualities; and she was Inclined
lo believe him when he snld that he hnd
kept silence In order to wnrd off conse-auenc-

which might Indirectly be un
pleasant for her. But of him and his
news she thought little; what occupied
her mind was the possible connection
between the Btrangcr who had como so
suddenly and disappeared so suddenly
and forever and Mark Hansford. WaB
It possible, really poonlble, that thero
had been some meeting between them
in or about the cathedral precincts that
morning? She knew, after a moment's
reflection, that It wbb very possible. Why
not? And from that her thoughts fol-
lowed a nntural trend was the mystery
surrounding this man connected In any
way with the mystery about herself and
her brother; that mystery of which, as
It seemed to her, Ransford was so shy
of speuklng. And again, and for the hun-
dredth time, she nsked herself why ho
was so reticent, so evidently full of dls-llk- o

of the subject, why he could not tell
her and Dick whatever there was to tell
once for all.

She had to pass the Folloti' houce
In the far corner of the closo on her
way home, a fine old mansion set In
well-wood- ground, inclosed by a high
wall of old red brick. A door In that
wall stood open, and Inside It, talking
to one of. his gardeners, was Mr. Folllot ;

the vistas behind him were gny with
flowers nnd rich with the roses which he
passed nil his days In cultivating He
caught sight of Mnry as she passed the
open door and called her back.

"Como In and have a look at some
new roses I've got," he said. "Beauties !

I'll give you n handful to carry home.'
Mary rather liked Mr. Folllot. He

was n big, half-aslee- p Bort of man. who
had few wrds and could talk about
little else than his hobby. But he was
a passionate lover of flowers and plants
and had a positive genius for rose cu-
lture; and was at all times highly

to take flower lovers round his
gnrden. She turned nt once and walked
In. nnd Folllot led her away down tho
scented paths.

"It's an experiment I've been trying,
ho said, leading her up to a cluster of
blooms of a color and size which sho
hnd never Been before. "What do you
think of the results?"

"Magnificent I" exclaimed Mary. I
never saw nnythlna so fine."

"No!" ngreed Folllot, with ft quiet
chuckle. "Nor anybody else because
there's no such rose In England. I Bhall
have to go to some of these learned
narsoni In the close to Invent me a
Latin name for thlB It's tho result of
careful experiments In grafting took
me three years to get nt It. And Beo

how It blooms scores on one standard.
He nulled out a knlfo nnd began to

select n handful of the finest blooms,
which he presently pressed Into Marys

"""By the by," he remarked, aB Bho

thanked him nnd they turned away Monte
the path, "I wanieu io imvj-i- i m im
vou or with Hansford, Do you know

he know thnt that confounded
slltv woman who lives next to your
house Mrs. Pornmore has been saying
some things or n thing which to put
It plainly might mnke some unpleas-
antness for him?"

Mitrv kept a Arm hand on her wlta
and gave him an nnswer which was true
enough, so far as she was aware

"I'm sure he knows nothing." she said
"What Ib It. Mr. Folllot?"

"Why, vou know what happened las'
week" continued Folllot. glnnc;nr
knowingly at her. "The accident to tho
stranger. ThlB Mrs, Deramore. who .

nothing but an old chatterer, has beet
saying, here nnd there, thnt It s a. ven
queer thing Doctor HanBford doesn ;

know nnythlng nbout him, nnd can't sn
anything, for she herself, she says, saw
the very man going awnv from Doctoi
Ransford'B house not so long before the
accident." .....

"I am not aware ever called
at Doctor Hansford's," said Mary. "1

never saw him and I was In the gnr-
den, nbout that very time, with your
stepson, Mr. Folllot."

"So Snckvllle told me," remarked
Folllot "He was present and so was
I when Mrs. Deramore wbb tattling
nbout It In our house yesterday Ho
said, then, that he'd never seen the man
go to your house. You neer heard your
sernnts make any remark about It?"

"Nevor !" answered Mary
"I told Mrs. Deramore she'd far better

Hold her tongue " continued Folllot.
"Tittle-tattl- e of that sort Is apt to lead
to unpleasantness. And when It came
to It, It tCrned out that nil she had seen
was this stranger strolling across the
close ns If he'd Juat left your hoube
If! there's always some It I But I'll
tell you why I mentioned It to you," he
continued, nudging Mary's elbow and
granclng covertly flret at her and then
fit his house on the far sldo of the
garden. "Ladles that are getting on a
bit In years, you know like my wife,
are apt to let their tongues wag, and
between you and me, I shouldn't womlor
If Mrs. Folllot has repeated what Mrs.
Deramore said eh? And I don't want
the doctor to think that It he hears
nnythlng, you know, which he may, and,
again, no mignt not to tnuiK tnat it
originated here. So, If he should ever
mention It to you, you can "say It sprang
from his next-doo- r neighbor. Bah !

they're u lot ot old gossips, these clo&o
ladles 1"

"Thank you," said Mary. "But sup-
posing this man had been to our house
what difference would that make? He
might lmu been for half u dozen
leusons."

Folllot looked at her out ot his half-- .
ut ayes.

(Continued tomorrow)
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